SPIRIT OF DEATH

IT is night-time in the city.

A vague dome of light hovers over its centre, high and
yellow in the middle where the reflections shift up from the
most brilliant lights below, and drooping and dull orange at
the outskirts where the processions of cars are converging.

The drizzle has faded and gone, leaving the surface of the
street wet beneath the slurred swish of the tyres which sweep
along into the darkness. The headlights wink and glare, zig-
zag, then die, and a red spot chases on after the shape that has
fled swiftly past. Sometimes a great van drawn by horses
comes rumbling and clattering close to the pavement, while
the cars swoop out in a wide curve as they flash by and on to-
wards the centre. A few indistinct figures move on the pave-
ments in front of the residential houses, and occasionally one
stops, hesitating, on the kerb. In a long, uneven procession,
the cars come swishing louder and harder on the wet surface
of the road, flashing into life opposite him, then turning and
dying to a shadowed whisper as they flee on, blackening into
the night.

Into the heart of the orange dome pierce the high white
buildings of the city, and from their roofs the lines of cars look
like strangely coloured insects all threading in together, as
though the great monument in the city square were a decay-
ing carcass with a thousand blackly congested dots crawling
slowly round it.

From the roofs lifts shoot down their slender shafts, while
floor after floor flashes past their trellised gates of steel The
trellises clang back at the bottom, and on to the marble
paving stream the passengers. Threading in and out among
one another, they surge into the street and mingle with the
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